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from migraine, and that I did not like my nose to bleed.
cvqu will not bleed much,' she said, still smiling, £and it
will do you good.3 She had hardly spoken when we both
sneezed three or four times running, and a moment after a
drop of blood fell on my hand. She took up a silver bowl
which was on the table.
cCome nearer,' she said, £f or I am beginning to bleed too/
So there we were, holding our heads over the same basin.
In a few minutes the bleeding ceased, and we washed oin-
selves with cold water in another basin.
cThe mingling of our blood,' she said, cwill cause a great
sympathy between us, perhaps a friendship which will end
only with the death of one of us.5
I did not pay much attention to her words, but the readei
will see how short a lease she gave this friendship. I asked
her to give me a little of the powder, but she refused;
neither would she tell me its name, declaring it was a friend
who had given it her. On leaving her I sought an apothecary,
and described the powder and its effects to him, but he knew
no more than I did. He could only say that euphorbia some-
times did produce bleeding of the nosej but it was not a
question of 'sometimes,* the result had been immediate.
This little incident gave me food for reflection. Madame
was Spanish, and she evidently hated me—two reasons for
attaching importance to what had occurred. The following
day Clairmont informed me that a Capuchin friar wished
to speak to me. I told him to give him alms and send him
away; but the monk refused the money, saying he must see
me alone.
He was an imposing old man. I went to meet him, and
offered him a chair with a low bow, but he took no heed of
my civilities.
'Sir/ said he, still standing, cpay attention to what I am
going to say to you. If you despise my warning, it may cost
you your life. When you have heard me to the end, do
exactly what I tell you to do, but you must not ask rne a
single question, for I cannot answer. You will guess, in

